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Megan Esther Grey, Mezzo Soprano
Matthew Gemmill, Piano
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Saturday, October 31, 2020, 7:30pm

Frühlingstrost, Op. 63 No. 1
O wüßt’ ich doch den Weg zurück, Op. 63 No. 8
Von ewiger Liebe, Op. 43 No. 1

Johannes Brahms
(1833-1897)

Ugly People**+
1. Halsted Street Car
2. Graceland
3. Man, the Man Hunter
4. Gargoyle
5. Shadows: Used Up
6. I Sang

Philip Wharton
(b. 1969)

Intermission
Sea Pictures, Op. 37
1. Sea Slumber Song
2. In Haven (Capri)
3. Sabbath Morning at Sea
4. Where Corals Lie
5. The Swimmer

**Premiere
+Trigger warnings: Racism/Lynching, Child Abuse, Domestic Abuse

Edward Elgar
(1857-1934)

About the Artists
A native of Cedar Falls, Iowa, Mezzo Soprano Megan Esther Grey has been
praised for her “sumptuous,” “rich toned,” and “powerful” voice in roles large and
small. A recent graduate of the Metropolitan Opera’s Lindemann Young Artist
Development Program, 2019 saw her debuts with both The Metropolitan Opera and
Wolf Trap Opera where she was a Filene Artist. Megan has also been distinguished
in competitions as a Grand Finalist of the 2018 Metropolitan Opera National
Council Auditions, a winner of The Walter’s Award from Opera Index, and a winner
of an esteemed scholarship from the Presser Foundation during her time at the
University of Northern Iowa, where she completed both undergraduate and
graduate degrees. www.greymezzo.com

Matthew Gemmill enjoys a varied career as a pianist, accompanist, vocal coach,
and educator. He is currently completing an Artist Diploma in piano
accompaniment at the Guildhall School of Music and Drama. Before coming to
London, Mr. Gemmill was based in Chicago, where he taught accompanying, vocal
coaching, and opera at Wheaton College and the Chicago College of the Performing
Arts at Roosevelt University, and was faculty at the Collaborative Arts Institute of
Chicago. He also spent five summers teaching at the Up North Vocal Institute in
Boyne City, Michigan. For Lyric Opera of Chicago, he supervised music for the
premiere of Gregory Spears’ Jason and the Argonauts, commissioned by Lyric, and
assisted in productions of Fellow Travelers and The Scorpion’s Sting. In 2018 he
was an apprentice artist at San Francisco Opera’s Merola Opera Center.
A frequent recital partner for singers, Mr. Gemmill appeared in the 2016
Collaborative Works Festival with soprano Sarah Shafer and mezzo-soprano Kelley
O’Connor at the Poetry Foundation in Chicago. Other recital partners include
Michelle Areyzaga, Kristina Bachrach, Emily Fons, and Richard Ollarsaba. He has
accompanied recitals at the Tanglewood Music Festival, where he was twice a piano
fellow, the Chicago Cultural Center and Fourth Presbyterian of Chicago.

About the Composer
Few artists enjoy such high praise for both of their disciplines as composer/violinist
Philip Wharton. Of his playing, The New York Times proclaimed, “a rousing
performance!” and The Waterloo Courier wrote, “a golden tone with breathtaking
execution.” His compositions, heralded from coast to coast, are described by the
New York Concert Review as, “…decidedly contemporary…both engaging and
accessible.” Writing from symphony to song, past seasons saw the Santa Fe Opera’s
remounting of Two Saintes Caught in the Same Act as part of their apprentice
scenes program, the Grammy-nominated Borealis Wind Quintet perform his
Quintet on their concert tours, his chamber symphony, Passing Season performed
by regional orchestras, premiere of his Symphony, his tribute to Shakespeare’s
450th birthday, a song cycle entitled Fools, and concerts with Grammy-nominated
soprano, Caroline Worra. Other projects include collaborations with author Janet
Burroway and illustrator John Vernon Lord to create musical settings of their books
for children: The Giant Jam Sandwich, The Truck on the Track, and a vocalmonodrama, The Perfect Pig. Recent recordings include Albany Records’ release of
his Flute Sonata—performed by flutist, Katherine Fink, and pianist Rose Grace,
Crescent Phase Records’ release of his Woodwind Quintet—performed by the
Madera Woodwind Quintet, and Kenneth Thompkins’ (principal Detroit Symphony
Orchestra) recording of his Alto-Trombone Sonata. Expect to see the release of a
CD by Elizabeth Sombart with the Royal Philharmonic Orchestra in the coming
year. www.philipwharton.com

Texts and Translations
Frühlingstrost
Gottfried von Schenkendorf

Spring consolation
Translation by Megan Esther Grey

Es weht um mich Narzissenduft
Es spricht zu mir die Frühlingsluft:
Geliebter,
Erwach im roten Morgenglanz,
Dein hart ein blütenreicher Kranz,
Betrübter!

It wafts around me the narcissus fragrance,
the spring breeze speaks to me:
Beloved,
Awaken in the red dawn,
A wreath wealthy in blossoms awaits you,
Sad man!

Nur mußt du kämpfen drum und tun
Und länger nicht in Träumen ruhn;
Laß schwinden!
Komm, Lieber, komm aufs Felt hinaus,
Du wirst im grünen Blätterhaus
Ihn finden.

Only you must fight for this
And not repose in dreams any longer;
Let them fade!
Come, my love, come outside to the field,
There you will find a green house of leaves

Wir sind dir alle wohlgesinnt,
Du armes, liebebanges Kind,
Wir Düfte;
Warst immer true uns Spielgesell,
Drum dienen willig dir und schnell die
Lüfte.

We are all well meaning to you,
Your arms, love-anxious child,
We fragrances;
Were always faithful
and served you quickly,
the fragrances!

Zur Liebsten tragen wir dein Ach
Und kränzen ihr das Schlafgemach mit
Blüten.
Wir wollen, wenn du von ihr gehst
Und einsam dann und traurig stehst, Sie
hüten.

We carry to your dearest your alas
And crown her bedroom with blossoms
We will, when you leave her,

Erwach im morgenroten Glanz,
Schon harret dein der Myrtenkranz,
Geliebter!
Der Frühling kündet gute Mär’,
Und nun kein Ach, kein Weinen mehr,
Betrübter!

Awake in the dawn’s radiance
The myrtle wreath already awaits you,
Beloved!
The spring tells of good news,
And now no alas, no more weeping,
Sad man!

When she is sad and lonely,
Watch over her.

O wüsst’ ich doch den Weg zurück
Klaus Groth

Oh if only I knew the way back
Translation by Megan Esther Grey

O wüsst ich doch den Weg zurück,
Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!
O warum sucht’ ich nach dem Glück
Und Liess der Mutter Hand?

Oh if only I new the way back
The loving way to childhood!
Oh why did I search after happiness
And leave my mother’s hand?

O wie mich sehnet auszuruhn,
Von keinem Streben aufgeweckt,
Die müden Augen zuzutun,
Von Liebe sanft bedeckt!

Oh how I long to rest,
For no struggle,
For my weary eyes to be gently covered by
love!

Und nichts zu forschen, nichts zu spähn,
Und nur zu träumen leicht und lind;
Der Zeiten Wandel nicht zu sehn,
Zum zweiten Mal ein Kind!

And not to quest, not to spy,

O zeig mir doch den Weg zurück,
Den lieben Weg zum Kinderland!
Vergebens such ich nach dem Glück,
Ringsum ist öder Strand!

Oh show me but the way back,
The loving way to childhood!
In vain I seek after happiness,
Instead all around is desert.

Von ewiger Liebe
August Heinrich Hoffmann von
Fallersleben

Of everlasting love
Translation by Megan Esther Grey

Dunkel, wie dunkel in Wald und in Feld!
Abend schon ist es, nun schweiget die
Welt.

Dark, how dark in forest and in field!
Already it is evening, and the world is
silent.

Nirgend noch Licht und nirgend noch
Rauch,
Ja, und die Lerche sie schweiget nun
auch.

Nowhere is light and nowhere is smoke,
Yes, and the lark is also now silent.

And just to dream light and soft;
The times never change,
But to be a child for a second time!

Kommt aus dem Dorfe der Bursche
heraus,
Gibt das Geleit der Geliebten nach Haus,

The youth comes from the village

Führt sie am Weidengebüsche vorbei,
Redet so viel und so mancherlei:

Leading her against the ivy bushes,
Speaking so much and about everything.

Leading his beloved behind the house,

“Leidest du Schmach und betrübest du
dich,
Leidest du Schmach von andern um mich,
Werde die Liebe getrennt so geschwind,
Schnell, wie wir früher vereiniget sind.
Scheide mit Regen und scheide mit Wind,
Schnell wie wir früher vereiniget sind.”

“If you suffer shame and sadness,
If you suffer shame caused from others
about me,

Spricht das Mägdelein, Mägdelein
spricht:
“Unsere Liebe sie trennet sich nicht!

Speaks the maiden:

Fest is der Stahl und das Eisen ger sehr,
Unsere Liebe is fester noch mehr.

Steel is strong and iron is very strong,
Our love is stronger than both.

Eisen und Stahl, man schmiedet sie um,
Unsere Liebe, wer wandelt si um?

Iron and steel can be reforged,
But our love, who could change it?

Eisen und Stahl, sie können zergehn,
Unsere Liebe muß ewig bestehn!”

Iron and steel, they know tease by others,
Our love must always be!”

The love will grow silent so fast, as fast as
it grew when we first met
It will go with the rain, and with the wind,
As fast as it grew when we first met.”

“Our love will never be separated!

Composer's Note
UGLY PEOPLE
for voice and piano
poems by Carl Sandburg
While searching for texts for my cycle The Prairie Sings (2006), I noticed that
alongside Carl Sandburg’s poetry celebrating beauty, he had poems exposing some
of the ugliest aspects of humanity. These dark poems struck me again when I was
selecting texts for my second cycle on his poems, Blooms Remembered (2011)—so
much that I collected them together with the intent of creating a third Sandburg
song cycle. I tried several times, but the poems were so dark that I could not gain
momentum.
Then 2020:
—My father’s death in January.
—Upon my return to New York City, a lock-down because of a global pandemic.
—Ambulance sirens wailing throughout the day and night.
—Death.
—Donald J. Trump and the “conservative” response.
I wrote the entire cycle in less than a week. With darkness all around, I found
momentum. Sandburg wrote these poems around the time of the Spanish Flu. Are we
stuck in an endless loop?
All but the last song focus on one of humanity’s ugly traits:
1. Profit off of the suffering of others
2. Narcissism, even after death
3. Racism/lynching
4. Child abuse
5. Sexual abuse
The final song: The voice of a survivor finding hope.

Ugly People

Texts by Carl Sandburg
Halsted Street Car (Chicago Poems)
Come you, cartoonists,
Hang on a Strap with me here
At seven o’clock in the morning
On a Halsted street car.
Take your pencils and
And draw these faces.
Try with your pencils for these crooked faces,
That pig-sticker in one corner—his mouth—
That overall factory girl—her loose cheeks.
Find for your pencils
A way to mark your memory
Of tired empty faces.
After their night’s sleep,
In the moist dawn
And cool daybreak,
Faces
Tired of wishes,
Empty of dreams.

Graceland (Chicago Poems)
Tomb of a millionare,
A multi-millionaire, ladies and gentlemen,
Place of the dead where they spend every year
The usury of twenty-five thousand dollars
For upkeep and flowers
To keep fresh the memory of the dead.
The merchant prince gone to dust
Commanded in his written will
Over the signed name of his last testament
Twenty-five thousand dollars be set aside
For roses, lilacs, hydrangeas, tulips,
For perfume and color, sweetness of remembrance
Around his last long home.

Man, the Man-Hunter (Smoke and Steel)
I saw Man, the man-hunter,
Hunting with a torch in one hand
And a kerosene can in the other,
Hunting with guns, ropes, shackles.
I listened
And the high cry rang,
The high cry of Man, the man-hunter:
We’ll get you yet, you sbxyzch!
I listened later.
The high cry rang:
Kill him! Kill him! the sbxyzch!
In the morning the sun saw
Two butts of something, a smoking
Rump,
And a warning in charred wood;
Well, we got him,
The sbxyzch.

Gargoyle (Cornhuskers)
I saw a mouth jeering. A smile of melted rediron ran over it. Its laugh was full of nails
rattling. It was a child’s dream of a mouth.
A fist hit the mouth: knuckles of gun-metal driven by an electric wrist and shoulder. It
was a child’s dream of an arm.
The fist hit the mouth over and over, again and again.
The mouth bled melted iron, and laughed its laughter of nails rattling.
And I saw the more the fist pounded the more the mouth laughed. The fist is pounding
and pounding, and the mouth is answering.

Shadows: Used Up (Chicago
Poems)

I sang (Chicago Poems)
I sang to you and the moon
But ony the moon remembers.
I sang

Roses,
Red roses,
Crushed

O reckless free-hearted
Free-throated rhythms,
Even the moon remembers them
And is kind to me.

In the rain and wind
Like mouths of women
Beaten by the fists of
Men using them.
O little roses
And broken leaves
And petal wisps:
You that so flung your crimson
To the sun
Only yesterday.

Sea Pictures
Sea Slumber-Song
Text by Hon. Roden Noel

In Haven. (Capri.)

Sea-birds are asleep,
The world forgets to weep,
Sea murmurs her soft slumber-song
On the shadowy sand
Of this elfin land;
“I, the Mother mild,
Hush thee, O my child,
Forget the voices wild!
Isles in elfin light
Dream, the rocks and caves,
Lulled by whispering waves,
Veil their marbles bright,
Foam glimmers faintly white
Upon the shelly sand
Of this elfin land;
Sea-sound, like violins,
To slumber woos and wins,
I murmur my soft slumber-song,
Leave woes, and wails, and sins,
Ocean’s shadowy might
Breathes good-night,
Good-night!”

Closely let me hold thy hand,
Storms are sweeping sea and land;
Love alone will stand.

Text by Caroline Alice Elgar

Closely cling, for waves beat fast,
Foam-flakes cloud the hurrying blast;
Love alone will last.
Kiss my lips, and softly say:
“Joy, sea-swept, may fade to-day;
Love-alone will stay.”

Sabbath Morning at Sea

Where Corals Lie
Text by Richard Garnett

The ship went on with solemn face:
To meet the darkness on the deep,
The solemn ship went onward.
I bowed down weary in the place;
For parting tears and present sleep
Had weighed mine eyelids downward

The deeps have music soft and low
When winds awake the airy spry,
It lures me, lures me on to go
And see the land where corals lie.

Text by Elizabeth Barrett Browning

The new sight, the new wondrous sight!
The waters around me, turbulent,
The skies, impassive o’er me,
Calm in a moonless, sunless light,
As glorified by even the intent
Of holding the day glory!
Love me, sweet friends, this sabbath day
The sea sings round me while ye roll
Afar the hymn, unaltered,
And kneel, where once I knelt to pray,
And bless me deeper in your soul
Because your voice has faltered.
And though this sabbath comes to me
Without the stolèd minister,
And chanting congregation,
God’s Spirit shall give comfort. He
Who brooded soft on waters drear,
Creator on creation.
He shall assist me to look higher,
Where keep the saints, with harp and song
An endless sabbath morning,
And, on that sea commixed with fire,
Oft drop their eyelids raised too long
To the full Godhead’s burning.

By mount and mead, by lawn and rill,
When night is deep, and moon is
high,
That music seeks and finds me still,
And tells me where the corals lie.
Yes, pressy my eyelids close, ‘tis well;
But far the rapid fancies fly
To rolling worlds of wave and shell,
And all the lands where corals lie.
Thy lips are like a sunset glos,
Thy smile is like a morning sky,
Yet leave me, leave me, let me go
And see the land where corals lie.

The Swimmer
Text by Lindsay Gordon
With short, sharp, violent lights made vivid,
To southward far as the sight can roam,
Only the swirl of the surges livid,
The seas that climb and the surfs that comb.
Only the crag and the cliff to nor’ward,
And the rocks receding and reefs flung forward,
Waifs wreck’d seaward and wasted shoreward,
On shallows sheeted with flaming foam.
A grim, grey coast and a seaboard ghastly,
And shores trod seldom by feet of men—
Where the batter’d hull and the broken mast lie,
They have lain embedded these long years ten.
Love! when we wandered here together,
Hand in hand through the sparkling weather,
From the heights and hollows of fern and heather,
God surely loved us a little then.
The skies were fairer and shores were firmer—
The blue sea over the bright sand roll’d;
Babble and prattle, and ripple and murmur,
Sheen of silver and glamour of gold.
So, girt with tempest and wing’d with thuner
And clad with lighting and shod with sleet,
And strong winds treading the swift waves under
The flying rollers with frothy feet.
One gleam like a bloodshot sword-blade swims on
The sky line, staining the green gulf crimson,
A death-stroke fiercely dealt by a dim sun
That strikes through his stormy winding sheet.
O, brave white horses! you gather and gallop,
The storm sprite loosens the gusty reins;
Now the stoutest ship were the frailest shallop
In your hollow backs, on your high-arched manes.
I would ride as never man has ridden
In your sleepy, swirling surges hidden;
To gulfs foreshadow’d through strifes forbidden,
Where no light wearies and no love wanes.

